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The music was deafening, drowning out many of the cheers and yells of the crowd surrounding me. A dozen laughing young men stared at my naked body as it moved up and down in sync with the pounding bass. Their cheers were barely audible, but I still felt a surge of adrenaline from all the attention. I had always steered clear of crowds, and the few parties I had attended before coming to Felton involved me standing in the corner, blushing whenever a guy looked my way.

Things have certainly changed, I thought to myself. Despite all the impressions and attention, my focus was solely on the torrents of pleasure shooting up from my pussy and breasts.

“Damn, you’re tight, slave,” the guy I was riding said through clenched teeth. He grabbed the chain to my collar tighter and pulled my head back for a kiss. He smelled of alcohol, but it did not hamper his performance. His hard cock filled and stretched me, and with every small journey up and down his shaft another surge of lust helped to overpower any trepidation or anxiety I would normally have been feeling.

“She tastes good too,” another guy said, taking a short break from his breastfeeding. His lips once again closed around my nipple, and I moaned as the milk flowed from my strained breast into his mouth.

God, this is so humiliating, a voice sounded in my mind, but the degradation only served to turn me on. I did not know if it was the conditioning I had been going through or just a deep-seated desire to be used and abused that had awakened within me, but I loved it. Every second of it. My giant breasts hurt as they jiggled with every movement, made worse by the guy’s fondness for using teeth when drinking from me, but enduring pain was second nature to me at this point.

I smiled when I felt the abs of the guy beneath me tighten and the warm seed spill into me. It was part of my purpose, after all. His friends cheered as he held me to ensure that nothing was wasted. I looked out at the rest of the crowd and wondered who was going to be next in line. The evening was still young, and I was just a slave. A hucow slave, a valued sister of the Upsilon Delta sorority.

Fuck, I love college.

***

The old car’s air conditioning coughed and sputtered as it tried to keep up with the scorching heat. I thought it would have died off years ago, but it just kept going. The disturbing sounds did not seem to worry my mother, however, who hummed along to the radio with a smile on her face as always. She was still young, still beautiful, and unless people got close enough to see the fine lines around her eyes, they usually assumed we were sisters. No traces of gray could be seen in the long, dark brown hair, and the hazel eyes were filled with vigor and life.

She was in a great mood. Unlike me.

“Don’t look so sullen, Sara, college is going to be amazing!” she said and squeezed my hand as we drove past the large villas and mansions dotting the road toward Felton College. “These years will help shape your future.”

I whimpered and pulled my knees up towards my chest, as far as my massive breasts would allow. “I can’t believe you think so, Mom.” I sighed and stared out the window. “I’m going to be a slave.”

“It’s not forever.” She sighed. “The scholarship is … conditional. Felton is a great place, and you’ll have a great education to build on.”

I scoffed. “It didn’t help you earn enough to keep your daughter from enslaving herself as well.” I regret my words the moment I see the pain in my mother’s eyes. “I’m sorry, Mom, I know you’ve done everything you …”

“You’re right, sweetie.” She pulled her hand back and wiped a tear from her eye. “But I did get to keep you, at least. It was worth it. And truth be told … I rather enjoyed my time as an Upsilon Delta sister.”

“Seriously?”

My mother blushed. “Well … yeah! The parties, the friends … the endless, kinky sex …”

“MOM!”

She laughed. “I know it’ll be tough, sweetie, but try to keep an open mind, okay?”

I winced and stared out the window. An open mind, yeah, right … I had always cursed my enormous breasts, even more so since they had started lactating without reason a year or so earlier. As we drove, I could feel the skin straining, indicating that I would need to milk myself soon. It was a condition my mother shared, but she insisted that it was a blessing in disguise.

It meant I was fertile.

It meant that I was one of the increasingly rare women able to bear a child, one with the mutation that caused my breasts to produce exorbitant amounts of milk on top of it all. The fertility rates of both men and women had been in a free fall for decades now, and it barely took a week after a doctor had tested me before a full scholarship to Felton had been offered.

A scholarship with harsh conditions.

It’s probably my only chance at higher education, I tried to convince myself, but the prospect of being a fertile hucow slave for years still made my throat close and my skin sizzle. I knew that I was not expected to be a mother if I got pregnant and that the children were taken away from the slaves, but it was still not the way I imagined spending my formative years. Maybe I won’t get pregnant. But … that’ll just mean that they’re going to keep trying.

“Mom … I … don’t have much experience with sex.”

She smiled at me. A kind, empathetic smile. “You’ll learn. Trust me. Your new sisters will help you, and your teachers will aid you in becoming a good slave.”

“Ugh, I can’t believe you can say stuff like that with a straight face.” I rolled my eyes and felt the knot in my stomach tighten. “A good slave. Slavery is despicable!” I looked at my mother and saw her bite her lower lip; her chest was flushed, and it looked like she was in a different place for a moment. “Mom?”

“Sorry,” she said and blinked a few times. “Of course, slavery is despicable. But this is … different.”

“How so? Aren’t the guys at the college allowed to pretty much fuck me whenever they want?”

“Pretty much.”

“And I’ll be punished if I misbehave?”

She smiled. “Oh, yes.”

“Sounds like a horrible form of slavery to me.”

“Just … try to keep an open mind.”

I shook my head in disbelief and rested my head against the cold window, imagining myself being gang-banged by a horde of rowdy seniors while an old teacher looked on and instructed them. An open mind, Sara. Keep an open mind.

The panic only grew within me when we passed the ornate sign reading ‘Felton College - Delectatio in disciplina et doctrina’. It was carved into a huge block of marble, and I glanced at my mother whose smile seemed to widen the closer we got to the main building.

“What does the Latin mean?”

“Pleasure in discipline and learning.”

I scoffed. “Suitable. And speaking of suits …” I stared at the hundreds of students gathered in small groups around campus. The guys were tall and handsome, many of them wearing dark, tailor-made suits, and the girls almost all wore skirts. “I didn’t know there were school uniforms at Felton.”

Mom chuckled. “There aren’t. The elite just … has a certain way of dressing.”

“I hate it already.” I looked down at my casual clothes; the low-cut T-shirt, the bare midriff, and the tight jeans with holes. “I don’t fit in here, Mom.”

“You will. In your own way.” She parked the car next to the curb in front of a massive, old building. “Listen … the beginning will be rough, but I promise you it’ll be fine. And in any case, in a few years, you’ll be done with this place and have a diploma that can open countless doors for you.” She kissed me on the cheek. “Good luck, sweetie.”

I got out of the car and winced when I closed the door before getting my bags out of the trunk. I had never felt this misplaced or lonely, despite being surrounded by hundreds of people, many of whom looked just as confused as me. A few of the older students walked by and whistled at me.

“Nice jugs, cow!” one of them shouted, leading to raucous laughter from the others. “Can’t wait to take you for a spin!”

Oh, God … I tried to force a smile, but I got the sense that the attempt just made me look constipated. I had no idea where to go, and I got nauseous just thinking about asking one of the older students for directions.

“You look lost,” a voice sounded behind me.

I turned and stared into the green, hypnotizing eyes of a redheaded girl. She was taller than me, and her comforting smile immediately made the knot in my stomach loosen. I could not stop staring at her; she was beyond gorgeous, and the tight button-down shirt had several buttons undone to reveal a gigantic cleavage. But it was not only her looks and her breasts that fascinated me. It was the heavy, shiny steel collar locked around her neck.

“Hi … I … am lost,” I said, unable to take my eyes off the collar.

She smiled. “You’re one of our new sisters in Upsilon Delta, aren’t you?”

“How did you know?”

She nodded at my chest. “Well … your breasts. I know a pair of milk-filled udders when I see them.” She reached out her hand. “I’m Alice.”

I shook her hand. “Sara.”

“You’re beautiful, Sara,” Alica said without any hint of sarcasm. “You’ll do well here. Let me help you with the bags, our sorority is on the far end of campus.”

I groaned. “Sounds like a long walk. I’ve been driving for hours.”

“You’ll get used to it, but yes, it’s a bit troublesome with all those bags,” Alice said and stared at my luggage. At that moment, a golf-cart-looking vehicle drove by, but it stopped when Alice whistled at it. “Hey, Caleb! Over here!”

The young man behind the wheel drove over to us and parked near the curb. He had broad shoulders and chiseled good looks, as well as the kind of dreamy eyes a teenage girl could get lost in. I could not stop staring at him. “What is it, Alice? You know this isn’t a taxi service, right? We’ve got football practice in an hour and we need to get a lot of gear out of summer storage before then.” He looked at me with a smile. “New cow?”

Alice nodded. “Yes, and we need a ride with all her bags.”

“And why should I help a hucow slave?” Caleb asked with a grin.

Alice walked up to the cart and leaned in over the handsome driver. Her breast jiggled seductively next to his face. “Because I’ll make it worth your while, Caleb. I know what you like.”

He stared at Alice’s breasts for a bit before nodding. “Fine. Get in. But don’t make a habit of asking for stuff like this.”

I could not help but stare at Alice as we drove through the campus grounds. Her auburn hair flowed in the breeze, and she cheered whenever Caleb sped up the cart. She was a hucow slave, just as I was about to be, but she seemed happy. Her fingers kept touching the massive piece of steel around her neck, and I shuddered when I realized that I was likely going to wear one myself.

“The … the collar …” I tried, but I had trouble forming my chaotic thoughts into a question.

Alice looked at me. “It marks me as a hucow slave, yes. You’ll get one, too. I know it looks scary, but you’ll get used to it.” She smiled. “I love wearing it, makes me feel special.”

“And it shows the rest of us who we can fuck,” Caleb said from the front seat and laughed. “Good to have you back, Alice, we’ve missed you at the parties.”

“Shut up.” For a brief second, Alice’s smile vanished. “We’re here. Thanks for the ride, Cal. Want to meet up later?”

“I’ll never say no to that,” Caleb said and helped get the luggage out of the cart. He smiled at me and got back behind the wheel. “Welcome to Felton, new girl.”

I stared at the cart as it sped off. I was already overwhelmed, and I had yet to step into my new home. I wrestled my gaze away from Caleb and looked up at the old building I was standing in front of. All the buildings on campus were kept in the same style as the main building, with pillars and certain Renaissance-inspired flair. It was a beautiful place, far removed from the sorority and fraternity houses I had seen in movies. A small sign near the door told me that it was the right place, but apart from that, nothing signaled that it was the home of a group of students.

“Can I ask you a question, Alice?”

Alice grabbed one of my bags and headed toward the door. “Ask me all the questions you want. That’s what I’m here for.”

“Why have you been away? Caleb said …”

“I gave birth, Sara.” She stopped in her tracks and looked at me with a painful expression on her gorgeous face. “I just got back. I … I’m not allowed to talk about what happened while I was gone, maybe you’ll find out someday.”

“Oh! I’m sorry I asked.”

The smile returned. “Don’t be. I get it. Come, we’ll get you settled in, then I’ll show you around and explain what is going on here. We have a few hours before your initiation.”

“My … what?”

She pointed at her collar. “You’re not a hucow slave yet, Sara.” Alice winked at me before opening the door and leading me inside.

The house was massive. The large foyer had a broad staircase leading to the second floor, and the building was bustling with activity. I could hear music from upstairs and laughter from the adjacent room, and just when I walked in, two girls came out of the bathroom.

“Is this Sara?” one of them asked.

Alice nodded and put an arm around me. “It is.”

“Amazing!” The girl clapped her hands and pulled a rope nearby. A bell rang out, and the music upstairs stopped. Within seconds, girls poured from the different rooms to join us in the foyer. Twenty beautiful girls, all of them with giant breasts and heavy collars, stared at me while smiling, almost stepping on each other to welcome me. It was a surreal experience; all of these girls had signed up to become a slave, and I was just another one. At least I’m not alone.

“We have 14 bedrooms with two beds in each,” Alice said after the crowd had dispersed. “This is ours.” She led me into a small bedroom with two single beds on either side of the room. There were no posters, no personal effects, just two closets and desks. “A slave’s life is simple.”

“You haven’t had a roommate until now?”

“I did.” Alice placed my bag on one of the beds. “She was taken away a few days ago when her pregnancy started to show. She’ll be back in six months or so.”

I struggled to comprehend how Alice could talk about it like it was just a normal thing. My mind could not stop imagining where the slaves were taken when they got pregnant, but none of the scenarios were attractive to me, and Alice’s pained expression whenever the matter was raised did not help. I pushed the worries away and instead tried to focus on the positive; I was at a place of higher learning, and I was surrounded by girls in the same situation as me. The welcome had been overwhelming, and I received countless hugs when Alice and I walked back downstairs.

“Everyone seems so nice,” I said to Alice when we left the sorority. It was a beautiful day, and the countless trees on campus offered shade from the warm sun.

“They are.” Alice smiled at me. “Listen, Sara, I’m not going to pretend that being a hucow slave here is easy. It’s not. But we help each other through it.” She bit her lower lip, and for a moment, she looked like my mother had done when she had thought back on her time at Felton. “And if you try to keep an open mind … there’s a lot of pleasure to be had.”

“You sound like my mom.”

“Your mom was a Felton hucow?” Alice laughed. “That’s awesome!”

We walked past a group of seniors, seemingly from the swim team, who whistled at us. I avoided eye contact and stared at the ground, but Alice waved at them and blew kisses.

“You’ll get to know the swimmers soon enough,” she said and laughed. “And you’ll get used to the attention.”

“Can they … just fuck us whenever they want?” I felt like I could throw up when I looked back at the group.

“Not exactly. We still have to go to class, but we’re supposed to be … available as much as possible. Especially at the parties.” She let out a sound that could be interpreted as a moan and fiddled with the O-ring on the front of her massive collar. “Those can get wild. Oh, and I hope you don’t mind being handcuffed or tied up.”

I stopped. “Wait, what?”

She shrugged. “You’re going to be a slave, Sara. It’s part of it. A part I happen to love. We’ll help you ease into it, don’t worry.”

We walked for a while. She told me about the different fraternities, sororities, and factions. About the swim team, the pride of Felton, the various clubs, the classes, everything. It was too much to fathom, and my mind was still focused on the whole ‘being fucked by the swim team’ part of the equation. Alice seemed to love being at Felton, most of it, anyway, and her enthusiasm and bubbly personality helped to calm me.

But that calm soon vanished when we were approached by three girls who seemed to be a few years older than me. Their tight-fitting clothes looked to cost more than my entire wardrobe, the makeup was perfect, but the narrow, judgmental eyes filled me with dread. I had seen eyes like that before, often before someone from my high school had commented on my gigantic breasts.

“Looks like the farm has a new cow,” a tall blonde said and spread her lips in the fakest smile I had ever seen. “A new hole for the jocks to fill.”

“Leave her alone, Gwen.” Alice stepped in front of me. “She just got here.”

“I see that. No collar. Gotta make sure to mark her so the rest of us know who to avoid,” Gwen said and bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. She gestured for the other girls to follow her, but she made sure to bump into my breast as she passed.

I sighed. “Feels a lot like high school.”

Alice scoffed. “Pretty much. Those are the cheerleaders. All of them come from rich families, and even though most of them are dating some of the hottest guys on campus, they can get pretty jealous about all the attention we get.” Her eyes lingered on Gwen. “Be careful around them. Officially, we’re not their slaves since our purpose is to get pregnant, but we can’t do much if they want to have fun with one of us.”

“They do that?”

“Sometimes.” She patted me on the back. “Just try to fly below the radar, okay?”

I laughed. “With these boobs and a massive collar like yours?”

“It’s a fashion accessory.”

I massaged my breast where Gwen had hit it. “Damn, that hurt. My boobs could really use some relief. Where … where do you guys … you know … milk yourselves?”

Alice laughed. “Oh, you’ll find out later. There are plenty of ways to get … relief.” She checked her watch. “Shit, we gotta get moving. We don’t want to be late for your initiation.”

“Where is it?”

She smiled. “Back at the sorority. I just had to get you out of the house so the others could prepare. Don’t worry, you’re not the only new girl, two others arrived earlier today.”

“So … is this some sort of hazing ritual?”

Alice winked at me. “In a way.”

It was like stepping into a completely different building. The sorority mansion was eerily quiet, the blinds had been pulled shut, and a few candles were the only light. If Alice had not been there with me, I would have turned and fled, but I managed to find the courage to press on. She led me into a large room; the furniture had been moved to the side, and a host of candles created long, flickering shadows on the walls. Robed figures stood in a half-circle, and the moment I stepped in, one of them sat down at a piano and began to play a slow, ominous melody. There was no doubt who the robed figures were, the robes could not hide their massive bosoms, and the candlelights reflected in their steel collars. In the middle of the circle were two girls, naked and kneeling, both of them trembling with anticipation. Their massive breasts looked strained, and drops of milk dripped from their nipples and onto the floor. Looks like I’m not the only one overflowing right now.

“Take your clothes off, Sara,” Alice said behind me. I turned to look at her and saw that she too had donned a black robe. She smiled at me. “It’s alright. Strip naked and kneel next to your sisters.”

I hesitated for a moment, but the smiles I met when I stared at the robed figures helped me relax. But there was one person in the room who was neither robed nor naked. I did not notice him until my clothes were off, but seeing the handsome man made me immediately try to cover myself up.

He laughed. “No need for that here,” he said in a warm, confident voice. He gestured at the floor next to one of the kneeling girls. “Please. Don’t be scared by the theatrics, they’re not officially part of the ceremony, we just let your sisters have some fun.”

I knelt on the floor and glanced at the two other girls. I could tell that they were nervous, but they both managed to smile at me. One was a pale girl with short, bleached hair and the biggest eyes I had ever seen. The other had caramel-colored skin and long, black hair that reached her lower back. Their massive udders looked comically big on their slender bodies, just like they did on mine, but it did not prevent them from being beautiful.

“My name is Professor Slate,” the man said. “I’m the faculty member in charge of the Procreation Programme, though most just call me the master of the hucow slaves.” He chuckled to himself and let a hand run through the thick, dark hair. A few streaks of gray were visible, but they only added to the aura of class that emanated from him. “I’m here to collar you and officially welcome you to Felton.”

One of the robed sisters stepped forward, carrying one of the massive collars on a red cushion. The professor picked it up and approached me, looking down at me with a disarming smile. “You’ll wear this collar until you leave Felton, possibly longer if you choose to.”

Why would anyone do that? I could not stop staring at the shiny steel. It looked heavy and seamless, with only an O-ring on the front breaking the surface. I shuddered when he opened it and placed the cold steel around my neck, and felt like I could cry when I heard the locking mechanism click. It felt significant as if a door had just closed behind me. I felt vulnerable and exposed, kneeling naked in front of dozens of onlookers, and my breasts leaked milk onto the carpet to add to my humiliation.

Slate collared the other two girls. The dark-haired beauty started crying when the collar was locked on, but he wiped the tear away and smiled at her. “It’s alright, I understand that it is overwhelming.”

My fingers touched the collar. It was a tight fit, a heavy piece of jewelry, and I wondered how anyone could ever get used to wearing it. Every time I swallowed, the collar made its presence known.

Professor Slate took a step back. “There. You are now officially part of this sorority and part of the Procreation Programme. Welcome to Felton College. I will see each of you at your slave training sessions. I’ll leave you in the loving care of your sisters now.”

My what? Before I had any chance to ask what slave training entailed, the professor disappeared behind the robed figures, and a dark hood was pulled over my head. I heard one of the other girls let out a squeak of surprise, and the piano music escalated to a loud crescendo. Soft hands grabbed my arms and pulled them behind my back, and I felt a surge of panic take hold when sharp, cold steel touched my wrists, followed by the sound of a ratchet lock closing. Handcuffs. They had handcuffed me. I had never tried something like it before, and the sudden restriction of my movement coupled with the collar around my neck made me struggle against the hands holding me.

“What the fuck?” I said, but someone put their hand over my mouth on top of the dark hood.

“Be quiet.” It was Alice. “There’s no point in fighting.”

I calmed down, but it was a short reprieve. The panic returned a moment later when I heard something being locked to my collar and the sound of chains. I was pulled upward by the collar, to my feet, and judging by the cries to stop from the other two girls, I was not the only one being treated this way. The chain connected to my collar kept being pulled upward until I had to stand on my toes to not hang from my neck. The pressure on my throat was terrifying.

The hood was removed. The piano music stopped. The sorority sisters gathered in front of us and pulled their hoods back. One of them, a tall brunette with kind eyes, stepped forward and smiled at us.

“Welcome, sisters. You’re now collared, like us, but the ritual to become a hucow slave has only just begun. You might feel that this is excessive, but it is only a small taste of what you’ll experience during your time at Felton.”

Loud music started playing from a nearby stereo, and the group cheered. I had no idea how to feel. Being chained while a party erupted around me was an odd sensation, but it only got weirder when the girls lined up in front of us. Alice was the first to approach me. She kissed me on the lips, a forceful, passionate kiss that caused a small trickle of arousal to peek through the panic before her lips moved onto my breast.

Fuck, that feels good! A massive relief washed over me when she closed her lips around my nipple, creating a vacuum that caused the milk to flow from me into her. Alice drank from me while moaning with pleasure, but she only did it for a short time before moving on to the girl next to me. Before I could catch my breath, another of the robed sisters kissed me, intertwining her tongue with mine before she also drank from my engorged breasts.

It was intense. Intimate. I get it now. I felt welcome and appreciated, even if I was chained and helpless to stop any of it from happening. The room was electric with sexual energy, and out of the corner of my eye, I could see the other two restrained girls getting into the groove as well

But my new sisters were not about to leave it at that. An intense pain erupted from my asscheeks a moment later when someone struck me with a wide paddle. The other two girls screamed from surprise and pain, and the shock made me lose my footing for a moment, causing the collar to press even harder on my neck.

Why … why am I enjoying this? I had never been tied up or choked before, but something about the whole situation turned me on. The pain was not too much after the first few hits, and together with the restricted breathing and the warm lips on my breasts, it caused the panic that had gripped me to be replaced by arousal and pleasure.

“I think she likes it!” one of the girls shouted with a smile after kissing me. The crowd cheered, and several of them patted me on the back, encouraging me to embrace it. They sucked my tits with even more enthusiasm now, and the paddle strikes became harder, but none of it stopped me from getting more and more aroused. My breasts were almost empty, but there was still a little left when Alice returned after all the other girls had had a taste.

“Having fun?” she asked.

“I … I think so.” It was hard to speak with the collar pressing on my neck. “I’m really horny.” It felt odd to share such a thing with a girl I had not even known for a day, but being naked and chained in front of a crowd of girls had changed my perspectives rather forcefully.

“Let me help you with that.” She moved closer; I could feel the heat from her body. I felt her fingers sliding up my inner thigh and inside my wet pussy. It was not unfamiliar with masturbation or pleasure, but not like this.

She knows what she’s doing.

“More … please … I want more.” I did not know if it was just Alice’s fingering I wanted more of. My brain struggled to comprehend everything that was happening to me, but I knew that I wanted her to continue. Her other hand pinched my nipple while the paddling continued, and it did not take long before I was pushed over the edge and into a loud, life-changing orgasm. It tore through my body and caused me to scream to get some of the intense sexual energy out of my body. I shook and trembled, moaning and whimpering as the pain, the discomfort, and the feeling of helplessness elevated the pleasure I was feeling to new heights.

The girls gathered around me cheered. They shouted my name and welcomed me into their midst. This was a rite of passage.

I looked into Alice’s kind eyes and smiled. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure.”

I woke up the next morning before Alice, feeling exhausted and sore. I walked into the common bathroom shared with a few other rooms and splashed water on my face. The party the night before had gone well into the night, and the girls had been in no hurry to release me from my restraints. I had found it hard to fall asleep with the collar weighing on my neck. I could not help but chuckle as I stared at the bruises on my ass and the red marks on my wrists from the handcuffs.

I guess I better get used to stuff like that, I thought to myself. I let my fingers run over my naked, strained breasts. I needed relief, I needed to milk myself, and I leaned in over the sink with a sigh; it was routine at this point.

“No need for that,” a voice sounded behind me. The brunette who had led the ceremony the night before walked in and smiled at me. “I’m Julie, by the way.” She took my hand and shook it before I had time to react. “Follow me.”

We walked downstairs and into a small, tiled room at the far end of the building. The sound of whirring machines filled the air, and to my shock and surprise, I saw that the room was filled with milking machines. Large vacuum tubes were attached to large machines, and one of the other new girls, the dark-haired one, was already attached to one of them, wincing as the milk flowed from her.

Julie squeezed my hand. “You’ll get used to it. Felton has uses for our breastmilk, so this is part of what is expected of us. Just put the tubes on and press the button to start, then turn it off and remove them when you’re done. Simple!”

She pushed me in front of one of the machines. I sneered at the prospect of being milked this way, and it hurt when the tubes were put on. There was none of the intimacy or sensuality I had felt when my sorority sisters had drunk from me the night before. This was industrial and cold, but effective.

“This will take some getting used to,” the dark-haired girl said. Julie had left us in each other’s company. “I’m Tracy.” She sounded tired, and could not stop rubbing the red marks on her wrists while the machine sucked her dry. “I can’t believe they kept us chained like that for so long.”

I nodded. “It was rough, but I did enjoy myself. Didn’t think I would.”

Tracy sighed. “I’m not there yet. But I have to make this work, I have nothing to return to.”

I guess I’m better off. At least I have a loving mother to return to if I quit. We stood there in silence for a bit. It felt humiliating, like I was just a cow to be used, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized that it was exactly what I was now. The ring on my collar clattered with every movement, reminding me of my position in the Felton hierarchy.

When I returned to my room a little later after taking a shower, Alice was already dressed. A peppy pop tune played on her phone, and her boobs jiggled merrily as she danced.

“Sara! There you are!” She smiled and hugged me. “I assume you’ve been milked?”

I nodded. “Does it keep hurting that much?”

“Yes! But if you managed to find enjoyment in the paddling yesterday, you’ll probably grow to like the milking too.” She looked at my buttocks. “Oh, that looks painful. Sitting down for class today might be rough.”

“Are you going to tell me to get used to it again?”

She laughed. “Pretty much.”

I put on underwear and clothes and checked my phone. I had a full schedule of classes today, but at least I would be going together with Tracy and Fay, the other new girl whom I had just met in the shower room. I stared at myself in the mirror; my brown hair was tied in a tight braid that rested on my shoulder, and the low-cut T-shirt proudly displayed my bosom. The collar doesn’t look too bad, I thought to myself and touched the smooth steel. But the red marks from the tight handcuffs were still visible.

“Here,” Alice said and handed me a wide silver bangle and a large steel watch. “Use these. I have a few for when I have marks to cover up.”

I pulled the watch onto my wrist and closed the clasp with a sigh. “I had not expected to think of stuff like that when I packed for college.”

“This is no usual college. And you’re not a normal college student.” She kissed me on the cheek. “You’ll get a lot of comments. Don’t let it get to you – and know that you can always talk to me, okay?”

I smiled and nodded. “Thank you. It means a lot.”

“Hey, we’re sisters now. Maybe we’ll even get to have a gangbang or two together soon!”

“A … what?”

She laughed and continued to dance to the music.

***

The first few days of classes blew past without much issue. Gwen and her group of cheerleaders did shout at me whenever I walked past them on campus, but they were not in any of my classes, and the other freshmen were too busy dealing with the shocking amount of reading and adjusting to life at college to give me, Tracy, or Fay a hard time. Alice had explained to me that new hucow slaves are off-limits for the first few weeks to help us settle in and get through a few sessions with Professor Slate. The other sorority sisters were very secretive about the slave classes, but their dreamy smiles whenever the professor was mentioned and girly giggles made me look forward to the first session.

“Come on, you have to give me something!” I said. I was lying on my bed staring at the ceiling while Alice combed her hair. “I have my first session in two hours and I’m so nervous.”

Alice chuckled. “I’m a little jealous, to be honest. I loved my sessions with Slate.” She sent me a secretive smile. “There’ll be pain.”

“Pain?” I shuddered. “That sounds … bad.”

“Oh, it’s not. There’ll be a lot of bondage too.”

“As in chains and handcuffs?”

“Among other things.”

I sighed. “Sounds scary.” I fiddled with the ring on my collar. “I’m not sure I’ll be a good slave.”

“You’ll learn.” She finished brushing her hair and adjusted her breasts. The tight-fitting dress barely managed to cover her ass, and her breasts threatened to jump out if she as much as sneezed. “How do I look?”

“Like a classy whore.”

“Perfect. He likes it that way.” She put on a pair of loop earrings and grabbed her purse. “I’ll see you tonight?”

“Where are you going?” I sat up on the bed.

“Well, I’m a hucow slave, my dear Sara.” Alice blew me a kiss. “I’m going to submit to a college senior who’s probably going to tie me up, make me suck his cock and fuck me. He texted me an hour ago with instructions. Just another day at Felton College.”

I watched in awe as my confident roommate left the room with a merry tune on her lips. It seemed that almost every member of Upsilon Delta embraced their roles as slaves, and whenever someone left to fulfill their role, they were offered nothing but encouragement. No such thing as a skank in the Upsilon Delta sorority, I thought with a smile when Alice had closed the door behind her.

Fay and Tracy were sitting at the dining room table when I came down a little later. They were busy reading for tomorrow’s classes, but they looked up when I walked down the stairs.

“Well … I’m off!” I said and tried to quell the nervousness.

Fay smiled. “Good luck. My first session is tomorrow. I doubt I’ll get any sleep tonight.” She leaned back in her chair. The bright sun shining in through the window made her collar glow. “He’s so … dreamy. I wonder if he’ll fuck us himself.”

“Fay!” Tracy was not as direct as Fay, but she seemed to have found some peace with her new life since I had first talked to her in the milking room. “I just want it over with.”

“I’ll let you know how it goes,” I said and left the mansion.

Every step across campus felt heavy. Professor Slate’s office was in the main building, part of the faculty wing, and I managed to get lost twice on the way there. I was running late when I finally found the right wing. I stormed through the door with Slate’s name on it, only to be greeted by a tall woman.

“Yes?” She looked at me over the edge of her dark-rimmed glasses and smiled. “You’re in an awful hurry, dear.”

“I …” I was speechless. The woman was too old to be a student, probably in her mid-thirties, and she was stylishly dressed in high heels, a short pencil skirt, and a sleeveless shirt. “Who are you?”

“I’m Suzanne Collins, Professor Slate’s administrative assistant.” She pushed her glasses up and placed a stack of books on her desk nearby. “Can I help you?”

“Yes … maybe … you … you’re a hucow slave!” I could not help but stare at her massive breasts and the shiny collar around her neck. It was similar to mine but scratched and worn, indicating that she had worn it for years.

She laughed. “That I am, dear. You’re not the most subtle girl, are you?”

“Sorry, I’m just … surprised.”

“Don’t worry, it’s not because I keep failing my classes,” she said and winked at me. She sat down behind the desk. “I just chose to stay after graduating.”

“So you’re the professor’s … slave?”

“You could say that. And I assume that you’re Sara, here for your first session?”

I nodded and felt sheepish. “I am. Sorry for my outburst.”

“Don’t worry about it. I get it. I used to be Upsilon Delta myself.” She crossed her long legs and sighed. “And I knew your mother. Say hi to her from me, will you?”

“I will.”

Suzanne gestured at a door at the other end of the small office. “Professor Slate is waiting for you in there.” She turned her focus to her computer screen, but just as I walked by, she looked up again. “Oh, and a piece of advice, Sara …”

“Yes?”

“Do whatever he tells you. He knows what he’s doing.”

The office did not look out of the ordinary. There was a large desk in the middle of the room, but apart from the desk and a few packed bookshelves, there was not much to see. Heavy curtains covered one of the walls, and sunlight flooded the room from the tall windows behind the desk.

“Come in, Sara.” Professor Slate sat behind the desk with a book and smiled at me. “Please, sit.”

My heart pounded in my chest when I approached the lone chair in front of the desk and sat down. I suddenly felt underdressed in the presence of the elegant professor in his dark suit, but his smile offered some comfort.

“How has it been? Starting at Felton?”

I fiddled with the clasp on the watch Alice had borrowed me a few weeks ago. I wore it out of habit now, even if I had not been handcuffed since. “It’s been fine,” I said, my voice trembling with nervousness. “The girls have been really sweet.”

“Glad to hear it.” Every syllable that escaped Slate’s lips emanated control. “Have they told you what to expect here?”

“A little, but not much. Something about … pain. And being tied up.”

He smiled. “They’re not wrong. These sessions are meant to help you become a good submissive, Sara. A slave. I understand if that sounds scary, but it will help you during your time here. You don’t have to be a slave forever, of course, not like Suzanne, who I assume you’ve met now.”

I nodded.

“She chose to stay a submissive,” he said. “I’m going to dominate you to help teach you how to submit to any man on campus who’ll want you.”

“Just the men, Professor?”

He chuckled. “There’s a lot of beauty in submitting to a woman as well, so don’t rule that out. And when we’re in this room, you will call me ‘Master’, understood?”

“Yes, Prof… Master.” The word tasted good.

“You’re not expected to behave as a slave the whole time you’re here. You’re free to make friends outside of the sorority or talk back when you inevitably receive lewd comments, but when you’re with a male student in your role as a fertile hucow slave, I expect you to submit. To do whatever he asks of you.”

I took a deep breath and nodded while images of the rude boys I had already met flashed through my mind. My hands were sweaty, and I tried desperately to dry them on my jeans.

“Nervous?” He stood up and looked at me from the other side of the desk.

God, he is handsome! “Yes, Master. I … haven’t been with many men.”

“Yet.” He smiled. “Take off your clothes, Sara. Now.” There was something about the way he said my name that hypnotized me and caused me to obey without hesitation. I removed the tight-fitting T-shirt and jeans before removing my bra and panties. “Very good.” He walked around the desk and came closer. I could smell his tasteful cologne and shivered when he touched my breast. “An amazing body. You’ll be a popular hucow, of that I have no doubt.”

“Thank you, Master.” Don’t stop touching me.

“You’re familiar with these?” He opened a drawer in the desk and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.

I nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“You’ll be restrained in various ways while you study at Felton, and handcuffs like these are a quick, easy way to keep a slave in line.” He took my hand and locked one of the cuffs around the wrist. “Feel the steel. Embrace the feeling, embrace what it symbolizes. Being restrained should trigger your submissive side and help you leave Sara the Student behind. Now …” He pulled my hands behind my back and locked the other cuff onto the other wrist. “Now, you’re Sara the Slave. Do you understand?”

A surge of arousal flooded my body. “Y… yes, Master.” I’m a slave.

“Do you feel in control, slave?”

I shook my head. “Not at all, Master.”

“Does that scare you?”

“A little.”

“That’s normal. But there is freedom in submission. Accept that right now, you have no control. You have no say in when we are done, in when you’re released. I’m in charge, and all you have to do is follow my orders. Stand there and reflect on that for a bit.”

I did what I was told. I focused on the feel of the cuffs holding my wrists together and the ever-present collar around my neck. As I stood there, naked and cuffed in a professor’s office, he closed the blinds and pressed a switch on the wall. A few moments later, the room looked like the inside of a BDSM club. An X-shaped cross and a pillory appeared when the heavy curtains I had noticed earlier were pulled aside, and a terrifying collection of whips, floggers, paddles, and canes hung from the wall. The light got more muted, and the pleasant professor suddenly looked more intimidating and imposing. He removed his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves on his white shirt before walking over the wall of torturous tools and grabbing a cane as well as a short chain.

“As you probably found out during the sorority hazing ritual, your collar is a powerful tool when it comes to both control and pleasure.” He locked the short chain to the O-ring and rotated the collar so the cold chain rested on my back. He lifted the handcuffs until my hands rested on the middle of my back and could move no further. He then locked the cuffs to the chain.

“Intense, huh?”

I struggled to breathe. The weight of my arms made me choke, and every breath was a chore. I could not move my arms, and I felt completely helpless.

It was amazing.

“Yes, Master.” I did not recognize the frail, whimpering voice as my own.

“Do you like it?”

“I … I think so?”

He smiled. “That’s a good start. A lot of young men are going to take advantage of the fact that they can do whatever they want with you.” While he talked, he grabbed a set of heavy legcuffs from the wall and locked them onto my ankles. “Finding pleasure in their sadistic whims will make it all easier for you. They’ll want you to scream, to beg, to cry – and you’ll do it. I doubt you’ll have to fake it either, they can get carried away, but focus on the helplessness, the loss of control, and the pleasure it brings, and you will begin to look forward to every encounter.”

It all seemed so unreal. How could I ever enjoy being tied up, fucked, and tortured by some horny college senior? Well … you like this, don’t you?

I smiled. I did like this.

“I’m going to hurt you now, slave,” Slate said. He whacked me hard on my breast with the cane he had found, causing me to scream. “Good. Screaming is good. It helps deal with the pain.”

He hit me again. Harder. Milk sprayed from my nipples; I had been told not to milk them before my session, and Slate was now using the fact that my breasts were brimming with milk to cause me pain.

“When you’re being whipped or caned, I want you to thank the person doing it. I want you to beg for more.”

“What?”

He hit me again. “Do what I tell you, slave.” His voice hardened.

Another hit. “AUCH! Thank … thank you, Master!” Tears started streaming from my eyes. “Please … hit me again!” I could not deny that there was a certain rush to be had from the complete lack of control. Every movement I made caused a chain to rattle or something to hold me back, constantly reminding me that I was at the mercy of the professor. I kept begging for more, even though my body wanted me to stop it, but I slowly started to get turned on by the pain.

“Very good, slave,” he said and stopped hitting me. Red welts were already visible on my poor breasts. “You’re a natural. Now, onto the next part of the lesson.” He unbuttoned his pants and removed his belt. My eyes widened in amazement when he pulled out the largest cock I had ever seen. “Have you given a lot of blowjobs, slave?”

The memory of an awkward encounter in a teenage boy’s bedroom appeared in my mind, but it hardly counted. “No, Master. Not really.” My breasts were still burning and my shoulders were beginning to hurt from the strenuous position, but staring at his massive cock triggered an urge within me. I wanted him inside me.

Slate grabbed the chain connecting my collar and handcuffs and pushed me to my knees. “You don’t want to start too rough,” he said. “The penis is a sensitive organ, and even if the boys on campus come off as confident and headstrong, they want to feel acknowledged and appreciated. Revere their cocks, show them how much you want it. Kiss it, lick it, compliment it. Wait a while before you take it in your mouth.”

Yes, sir … I started kissing the glorious member, using the lightest of touches. My soft, full lips explored the long shaft, moving slowly to not miss an inch. After a while, my tongue joined in, mapping the surface little by little. The cock grew the more attention I gave it, and I made to look up at my master with questioning, submissive eyes.

“Not bad. Not bad at all.” Despite his growing cock and accompanying arousal, Slate was in complete control. “Now, take it in your mouth. No teeth, try to be as soft as possible. Remember, when you suck a cock here, you’re not trying to get them off. You’re getting them ready. Any seed that ends up in your mouth or any other place than your vagina is wasted.”

I took the large cock in my mouth. It filled me, and the soft, sensitive skin felt good against my tongue.

“The tongue is still an important asset,” he said. “Use it.”

I obeyed. It felt nice and intimate, enhanced by my restricted breathing. My chains rattled as I increased my tempo, sucking his cock with enthusiasm. My tongue danced along the underside, and when I heard the first moan, it filled me with pride and joy. Maybe I’m more suited for this than I thought.

“You’re a natural,” he said and patted me on the head. I should have felt humiliated and disgusted by being treated like a pet, but somehow, it made my heart swell. “Very good. I believe you’re a true submissive, I can see it in your eyes. Please, slave … tell me what you desire in this moment?”

“I …” I knew exactly what I wanted, but it felt weird to say it. A voice in the back of my mind yelled at me to stop, to not walk down that path. “I want you to fuck me, Master. I want your cock inside me, your seed. Please … please fuck me.” It was as if a dam had burst, and the words flowed effortlessly when they first got started. I did not ache to be released, to be free of my bonds or my collar.

I wanted to be fucked.

“And there it is,” Professor Slate said and pulled his cock out of my mouth. He buttoned his pants and laughed when he saw me pout. “You’ll be fucked, don’t you worry, but it won’t be by me. Not yet, at least.” He walked over to a shelf that had been hidden behind the heavy curtains and picked out a large ballgag. “Open your mouth.” I obeyed and allowed him to push the large red ball into my mouth. He tightened the straps behind my head and smiled. “Our first session is over now. You did well, and I look forward to seeing how you progress.”

He patted me on the cheek and disappeared through a door in the corner of the room. A few seconds after the professor had closed the door behind him, it reopened, and a familiar young man walked in. Caleb was naked; his ripped body looked impressive in the muted lights, and he had a determined look in his dreamy eyes.

“Caammlb?” I was not used to being gagged, and I felt incredibly awkward and ashamed when a long strand of drool escaped the gag when I tried to speak. The young football player was no less endowed than the professor, and I found myself getting wet just by looking at him.

He did not speak at first. With grim determination, he pulled me to my feet and placed his lips on my breast, closing them around my nipple. I welcomed the relief, but he was rough, often using teeth, but the occasional stab of pain only served to fuel the fire within me, aided by his fingers that began to rub my clit.

“You’re wet, cow,” he said with a sly grin. “You want me inside you, don’t you?”

I nodded. Slate had taught me to humor the guys, but I did not need to fake anything. The session and my oppressive restraints had turned me on like nothing I had ever experienced, and my pussy ached for attention.

“Very well. But I fuck hard. And you’re going to take it.”

He grabbed me by the hair and pushed me toward the large desk. With force, he bent me over the table and spread my legs as wide as my legcuffs would allow.

I was vulnerable.

Exposed.

Ready.

He had a firm grasp on the chain connecting my restraints and held me down. I closed my eyes and waited, feeding off the excitement and anticipation. I could hear him stroking his cock which was already hard, and when he entered me, it was not as forceful or crude as I had expected. He penetrated me slowly, but I did not get the impression that he was doing it for my sake. No, he was dominating me, staking his claim over my pussy and my body. My pussy could barely accommodate his size, and it felt like I was going to split in half, but the pleasure far outweighed the pain and discomfort. He pushed until he could delve no further, and he stayed there. My pussy enveloped him, and for a moment, it could even be called intimate.

Then he pulled it out only to ram it in again, this time much faster and harder.

“MMMPH!” I cried. It was overwhelming and intense.

His thrusts increased in force, and the position coupled with my tight collar meant that I could barely breathe. I was choking hard, and Caleb made it worse by holding on to the chain as if I were a horse being ridden and tamed.

Which was not far from the truth.

Every time his hips crashed into my buttocks and his cock pounded me, I felt a sliver of my old personality vanish. I began to wonder if Sara the Student would even exist after an experience like this, if Sara the Slave was all that was going to be left, but I felt no sadness or anxiety from it. I was in heaven. There were no worries; I was completely at Caleb’s mercy, and it was liberating.

He was strong. His thrusts increased in force, and they caused the entire desk to creak beneath me whenever my hips crashed painfully into the edge of the desk.

But as the pain increased, so did the pleasure. I was not going to come, I could tell as much, but I did not mind. I moaned and whimpered, enjoying the ride right up until Caleb pushed deep within me to deliver his load. He let out a roar that sounded like a beast as his seed spilled into me. It was an amazing sensation, one that felt just as significant as the collaring had been. He stayed inside me to ensure that not a drop was spilled.

“A nice … pussy,” he said, catching his breath. “Maybe we’ll get to do this again sometime.” He leaned down over me, his cock still buried deep inside me. “Stay here until I tell you otherwise, slave. Let my cum settle within you.”

I nodded. I stayed there, bent over the desk, while Caleb left the room. I could not believe what had just happened, and I could not help but wonder if this was it. Had he impregnated me? Was this the first of countless similar sessions, which I hoped was the case, or would Caleb succeed on his first try? I had no idea what the success rate was at Felton, and part of me preferred not knowing.

Caleb returned a few minutes later. He had put his clothes back on, and the determined stare had been replaced by one of indifference. I saw no sympathy in his eyes when he looked down at me.

“Nothing like a fresh cow,” he said, but it did not sound demeaning. It was a compliment, at least partly. He removed my gag. “You’re not a bad fuck, slave.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“Submissive as well. Nice.”

Now that it was over, I suddenly became very aware of the pain in my shoulders and neck. “Please … will you please release me, Master? It hurts.”

“It’s supposed to.” He laughed. “But no, I won’t. You see, we have a little hazing ritual connected to a hucow slave’s first fuck.” He pulled me into a standing position. “The keys will be waiting for you at the Upsilon Delta house along with your clothes.”

I tried to swallow a lump that had formed in my throat, but it could not get past the tight collar and caused me to cough. “I … I have to walk through campus like this?”

He nodded. “Naked. Chained. With my cum trickling down your legs. That is how we welcome a new hucow slave.” He nodded at the door through which I had entered. “You had better get moving. The late classes are about to end, you’ll have a wonderfully large crowd to entertain.”

My first instinct was to protest, but I stopped myself. It was a cruel joke to play, but it also seemed fitting. I almost tripped twice on my way to the door; I was not used to the hobbled walk caused by my legcuffs, and I was painfully aware that I could not break my fall with anything but my face if I fell. Even opening the door was awkward and hard, and hearing Caleb’s mocking laughter behind me did not help.

Suzanne was still sitting behind the desk when I walked into the small office connected to the professor’s. She looked at me with a smile that brimmed with empathy and a tinge of lust. “You look good in chains, Sara,” she said. “Don’t worry, they only pull this prank the first time.”

I wanted to speak, to talk to Suzanne, but the pain drove me to head for the other door. Suzanne was kind enough to open the door for me, and I hurried through the halls of the faculty building as fast as my legcuffs would allow, avoiding eye contact with the esteemed professors that I passed on my way. I could feel Caleb’s cum seeping down my leg, and the sensation filled me with a potent mix of shame, disgust, and arousal. Cheers and jeers met me when I walked into the sunlight. Hundreds of students turned to look, point, and laugh when I walked by, and though I just wanted to get back to my room, away from the lusting eyes and mocking words, something stirred within me. A resilient spirit awakened, and just when I neared a group of cheerleaders led by Gwen, I felt my back straighten and my gaze lifted from the ground. I met their disapproving glances and scathing remarks with a smile.

I might as well own it. It was not me retaking control. It was me embracing the lack of it. I was a hucow slave now, one that had been thoroughly fucked and had the cumstains on her legs to prove it. There was no use in denying it, no point in trying to hobble along faster to end the walk of shame. The collar already told everyone who I was and what my purpose was at Felton, and I found some pleasure in knowing that the sight of my restrained body and bouncing breasts was an uncomfortable sight for some.

My strained boobs jiggled along with the sound of my rattling chains as I walked proudly through the campus, but I was not prepared for what greeted me when I was halfway through the sea of cheering students taking pictures with their phones. Coming toward me was every single one of my sorority sisters. My heart swelled as they surrounded me and walked alongside me for the rest of the way. I felt supported and loved, and grateful tears began to flow down my cheeks.

I’m going to love college.

Continued in part 2
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others?

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.

[image: ]

-          

OEBPS/image_rsrcED.jpg
" THE CIMPLETE JERIER
ULRIKA UDDERSON






OEBPS/image_rsrcEK.jpg
THE
DUNGEC HARD TIME

VOLUME: M
. Y HUSBAND'S PRISON

JESSICA ACKLES

INSPIRED

& WRITER'S
NDAGE

ASPIRIN
JOURNEY INTO BO

7






OEBPS/image_rsrcEB.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSON

' LN
PART | BUMILIATION






OEBPS/image_rsrcEF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcEH.jpg
.
7L
' CLICK HERE TO SIGN
UP FOR THE MAILING
LIST





cover.jpeg
RHFESEESRAMRMEESH"U"COWSC O'L L E' GIEW





OEBPS/image_rsrcEJ.jpg
FROM THE AUTHOR





OEBPS/image_rsrcEE.jpg
o

W

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
ULRIKA LII]I]ERSIJN





OEBPS/image_rsrcE9.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSO
N
» <

THE FERTILE HUCOW COLLEGE 2





OEBPS/image_rsrcEA.jpg
OTHER WORKS





OEBPS/image_rsrcEC.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSDN

-

. " /‘

* s’

TIE

HlICUW

INSPECTUR






OEBPS/image_rsrcE8.jpg
PART 1





OEBPS/image_rsrcEG.jpg
THE

ETERNAL
HUCOW SLAVE

PART 1: MILKED BY VIKINGS
K LUCOW CROTICA






